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ACT L.SCENE I 
SCEN E The Palate. 


Mr. Doodle Mr, Noodle. 


Ure, ſuch a Day as this was never ſeen! 
The Sun himſelf, on this auſpicious Day, 
Shines like a Beau in a new Birth-Day Suit: 
All Nature, O my Noodle! grins for Joy. 

Nood. This Day, O Ms. Doodle | is a Day 
Indeed, a Day we never ſaw before. 
The mighty Thomas Thumb victorious comes; 
Millions of Giants croud his Chariot Wheels, 
Who bite their Chains, and frown and foam like Mad- 
He rides, regardleſs of their ugly Looks. (Dogs. 
So ſome Cock- Sparrow in a Farmer's Yard, ' 
Hops atthe Head of an huge Flock of Turkeys, 

. Dood, When Goody Thumb firſt brought this Thomas 
The Genius of our Land triumphant reign'd; (forth, 
Then, then, O Arthur! did thy Genius reign. 

Nood, They tell me, it is whifper'd in the Books 
Of all gur Sages, That this mighty Hero, 
(By Merlin's Art begot) has not a Bone 
Within his Skin, but is a Lump of Griſtle. l 
2 2 Dood. 


Dood. 


"3 


* % 
7 ; 4 


4 The Tragedy of Tom Thumb, | 


Dood. Wou'd Arthur's Subjects were ſuch Griſtle, 
He then might break the Bones of ev'ry Foe. (all! 
Nood. But hark! theſe Trumpets 32 the King's 
Approach. E „ 
Dood. Ide comes moſt luckily for my Petition! 
Let us retire a little. 


SCENE II. 


King, Queen, Lord Grizzle, Doodle, Noodle. 


King. Let nothing but a Face of Joy appear; 
The Man s frowns this Day, ſhall loſe his Head, 
That he may have no Face to frown again. 
Smile, Dollalolla; — Ha! what wrinkled Sorrow 
Sits, like ſome Mathe / Demdite, on thy Brow ? 
W hence flow thoſe Tears faſt down thy blubber'd 
Cheeks, | 
Like a ſwoln Gutter, guſhing through the Streets? 
Queen, Exceſs of Joy, my Lord, I've heard Folks ſay, 
Gives Tears, as often as Exceſs of. Grief, b 
King. if it be ſo, let all Men cry for Joy, | 
v ill my whole Court be drowned with their Tears; 
Nay, till they overflow my utmoſt Land, 
And leave me nothing but rhe Sea to rule, 
Dood. My Liege! I've a Petition 
King. Petition me no Petitions, Sir, to-day 3 
Let other Hours be ſet apart for Bus'neſs. 
To- day it is our Pleaſure to be drunk, 
And this our Queen ſhall be as drunk as us. 
Queen. If the capacious Goblet ovefflow 
With Arrach- Punch. — fore George 7 I'll ſee it out; 
Of Rum, or Brandy, I'll not taſte a Drop, _ 
King. Tho! Rack, in Punch, eight Shillings be a Quart, 
And Rum and Brandy be no more than ſix, 
Rather than quarrel, you ſhall have your Will. 
þ 5 lrrumpet, 
But, ha! the Warrior comes; Tam Thumb approaches; 
The welcome Hero, Giant-killing Lad, = 


Preſerver of my Kingdom, is arrived. 


f * 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Tom Thumb, attended; King, Queen, Lord Grizzel, 
Doodle, Noodle. 
King. O welcome, ever welcome to my Arms, 
My dear Tom Thumb \ How ſhall I thank thy Merit? 


Thumb, By not b'ing thank'd at all, I'm cthank'd « e. 


nough; 

My Duty I have done, and done no more. 

Veen. Was ever ſuch a lovely Creature gef 
| f 
King. = Modeſty's a Candle to thy Merit, 
It ſhines itſelf, and ſhews thy Merit too. 
Vain Impudence, if it be ever found 
With Virtue, like the Trumpet in a Conſort, 
Drowns the ſweet Muſick of the ſofter Flute. 
But fay, my Boy, where didſt thou leave the Giants? 

age” 0, Liege, without the Caſtle Gates hop 

an 

The Caſtle Gates too low for their Admittance. 

King, What look they like? 

Thumb. Like twenty things, my Liege; 
Like twenty thouſand Oaks, by Winter's Hand 
Stripp'd of their Bioſſoms, like a Range of Houſes, 
When Fire has burnt their Timber all away. 

King. Enough: The vaſt Idea fills my Soul; 
I ſee them, yes, I ſee them now before me. | 
The monſt'rous, ugly, barb'rous Sons of Whores, 
Which, like as many rav'nous Wolves, of late , 
Frown'd grimly o'er the Land, like, Lambs look now, 
O Thumb, what do we to thy Valour owe! 
The Princets Huncamunca is thy Prize. 

Queen. Ha! Beftill, my Soul! 

Thumb. Ol, ha Ppy, happy Hearing! 
Witness, ye Stars!-cou'd Ih] have ever ſet 
A Bound to his Ambition it had been 
The Princeſs Huncamanca, in whoſe Arms 
Eternity would ſeem but half an Hour. 


3 Conſider, Sir, reward your Soldier's Mart 


But 
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But give not Huncamunca to Jom Thumb. = x 
" King, Tom Thumb] Odzooks, my wide extended 
Realm | | 


Knows not a Name fo glorious as Tom Thumb. . 
Not Alexander, in his higheſt Pride, 

Could boaſt of Merits greater than Tom Thumb, 
Not Cæſar, Scipio, all the Flow'rs of Rome, 
Deſerv'd their Triumphs better than Tom Thumb. 
Queen. Tho'greater yet his boaſted Merit was, 
He ſhall not have the Princeſs, that is Pos'. 

King. Say you ſo, Madam? We will have a Trial. 
When I conſent, what Pow'r has your Denial ? 
For, when the Wife her Husband over-reaches, 
Give him the Petticoat, and her the Breeches. 

Nood. Ln Health and Happineſs attend the Ge- 

neral! | | 
Long may he live, as now, the publick Joy, 
While ev'ry Voice is burthen'd with his Praiſe, 8 
Thumb. Whiſper, ye Winds! that Huncamunca's 
mine; ; 
Ecchoes repeat, that Huncamunca's mine! 
The dreadful Bus'neſs of the War is over, 
And Beauty, heav'nly Beauty! crowns the Toil, 
I've thrown the bloody Garment now aſide, 
And Hymeneal Sweets invite my Bride. 
So when ſome Chimney-ſweeper, all the Day, 
Has through dark Paths purſu'd the footy Way, 
At Night, towaſh his Face and Hands he flies, 
And in his other Shirt with his Brickduſta lies. | 
[ Exeunt all but Grizzle. 


. 


Lord Grizzle, Solus. 


See how the cringing Coxcombs fawn upon him! 
The Sun-ſkine of a Court can, in a Day, 
Ripes the vileſt Inſect to an Eagle: 

And every little Wretch, who but an Hour 
Betore had ſcorn'd, and trod him under Feet, 


Shall 


d 


Thy Voice, like twenty Screech-Owls, wracks my 
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Mall lift his Eyes aloft, to gaze at diſtance, * | 
And flatter what they ſcorn'd. | 


r 
Enter Queen, to Lord Grizale. 


Queen. Well met, my Lord, 
You are the Man I ſought. Have you not heard 
(What ey'ry Corner of the Court reſounds) 
That little 7um4 will be a great Man made. 
Griz. I heard it, I confeſs... for who, alas! 
Can always ſtop his Ears but would my Teeth, 
By grinding Knives, had firſt been ſet on Edge. > 
Veen. Would I had heard at the t.]l Noon of Night, 
The dreadful Cry of Fire in ev'ry Street! | 
Odsbobs! I could almoſt deſtroy myſelf, 
Te think I ſhould a Grandmother be made 
By ſuch a Raſcal.— Sure, the King torgets, 
When in a Pudding, by his Mother put, 
The Baſtard, by a Tinker, on a Stall 
Was dropp'd. O, good Lord Grixxle! can I bear 
To ſee him, from a Pudding, mount the Throne? 
Griz, Oh Horror! Horror! Horror! ceaſe my 
Queen, | 


Brain, 

Qzeen, Then rouze thy Spirit—we may yet prevent 
This bated Match... | 

Grix. We will, Not Fate, itſelf, 
Should it conſpire with Thomas Thumb, ſhould cauſe it. 
I'll ſwim through Seas; I'll ride upon the Clouds; 
I'll dig the Earth; I'll blow out ev'ry Fire; 
I'll rave; I'llrant; Vilruſh; Vilriſez I'll roar | 


Fierce as the Man whom ſmiling Dolphins bore, 
From the Proſaick to Poetick Shore. : 
Vil tear the Scoundrel into twenty Pieces. . i > 
Veen. Oh, ro! prevent the Match, but hurt him 
not; . 
For, tho'I would not have him baye my Daughter, 


OE Yet, 
| C 
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Yet, can we kill the Man who kill'd the Giant? 
© Griz. I tell you, Madam, it was all a Trick.. 
He made the Giants firſt, and then he kill'd them; 

As Fox-hunters bring Foxes to a Wood, 

And then with Hounds they drive them out again. 
Veen. How! Have you ſeen no Giants & Are there 

* | 

Now, in the Yard, ten thouſand proper Giants? 
Gr:z, Indeed, I cannot poſitively tell, 

But firmly do believe there is not one, 
Dyeen. Hence! from my Sight! thou Traytor, hie 

away; | | | 

By all my Stars! thou envieſt Tom Thumb, 

Go, Sirrah! go; hie away! hie! thou art 

A Setting Dog—and like one | uſe thee, 

JJ ͤͤ 200 >> 

Tom Thumb ſhall teel the Vengeance you have rais'd, 

So when two Dogs are fighting in the Streets, 

With a third Dog, the Dog contending meets, 

With angry Teeth, he bites him to the Bone, 

And this Dog ſmarts for what that Dog had done. [Zxit, 


SCENE VI. 
Queen, Sela. 


And whither ſhall I go? —-Alack-a-day ! 

I love Tom Thumb. — but muſt not tek him ſo; 

For what's a Woman, when her Virtue's gone? 

A Coat without its Lace; Wig out of Buckle; 

A Stocking with a Hole in't. I can't live 

Without my Virtue, or without Tom Thumb. 

Then let me weigh them in two equal Scales, 

In this Scale put my Virtue, that, Tom Thumb. 

Alas! Tom i humb is heavier than my Virtue, 

But hold. Perhaps I may be left a Widow: 

This Match prevented, then Tom Thumb is mine, 

In that dear Hope, I will forget my Pain. 
So when ſome Wench to Tothill-Bridewell's ſent, 

With beating Hemp, and Flogging, ſhe's e F 

| | | be 


4 - 
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Fire ho pes, in Time, to eaſe her preſent Pain; | 
At length is free, and walks the Streets again. [Exit; 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Huncamunca, Cleora, Muſtacha. 8 


e me ſome Muſick to appeaſe my Soul; 
Gentle Gleora, ſing my fav'rite Song. 


Cleora ſings. 


Cupid, 4aſe a Love. ſirł Maid, 
Bring thy Quiver to her Aid 5 
Mith equai Ardoy wound the Swain? 
Beauty ſhould never ſigh in vain. 


55 him feel the pleaſing Smart, 

rive thy Arrow through his Heart, 

Men one you wound, you then deſtroy ; 
When both you kill; you kill with Joy. 


Hanc. O Tom Thumb! Tom Thumb! wherefore art 
thou Tow Thumb? | 

Why had'ſt thou not been born of Royal Blood? 
Why had not mighty Bantam been thy Father ? 
Or elſe the King of Brentford, Old or Neu ;/; 

Muſt, I am furprized that your Highneſs can give 
your ſelf a Motnerit's utieaſineſs about that little inſig- 
nificant Fellow; Th Thumb. One properer for a 
Play-thing, than a Husband . Were he my Husband, 
his Horns thould be as long as his Body. If you had 
fallen in Love with a- Grenadier, I ſhould not Have 
wondere@atiir, If you hadfallen in Love with Some 

thing; but to fall in Love with. Nothing 
2 B | Huns, 
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Hunc, Ceaſe, my Muſtache, on. your Duty ceaſe. | 
The Zephyr, when on Howry V ales it plays, 
Is not ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet as Thummy's Breath. © 
The Dove is not ſo gentle to its Mate. _ 
Muſt. The Dove is every bit as proper for a Husband, 
Alas! Madam, there's not a Beau about the Court that 
looks ſo little like a Man. He is a perfect Butter- 
fly, a Thing without” Subſtance, and almoſt Mithout 
Shadow too. | | 
Hunc, This Rudeneſs is unſeaſonable ; deſiſt, 
Or I ſnall think this Railing comes from Love. 
Tom Thumb's a Creature of that charming Form, 
That no one can abuſe, unleſs they love him. 
Cle. Madam, the Kings 


S CEN E II. 
King, Huncamunca. 75 
King. Let all but Huncamunca leave the Room. 


ekEx, Cleora, and Muſtacha. 
Daughter, I have of latè obſery'd ſome Grief 


Unuſual in your Countenance, your Eyes 


That, like two open Windows, us'd to ſhew 
The lovely Beauty of the Room within; 
Have now two Blinds before them What is the Cauſe? 


. Say, have you not enough of Meat or Drink? 


We've giv'n trick Orders notto have you ſtinted: 
Hunc. Alas! my Lord, a tender Maid may want 


o 


What ſhe can neither eat nor drink. — 
King. What's that? ' 


Hunc, Oh! Spare my Bluſhes, but I mean a Husband. 


„King. If that be all, I have provided one, 


A Husband great in Arms, whoſe warlike Sword 
Streams with the yellow Blood of ſlaughter'd Giants, 
Whoſe Name in Terra incognits is known,  _ 
Whoſe Valour, Wiſdom, Virtue make a Noiſe, 
Great as the Kettle Drums of twenty Armies. 
Hunc, Whom does my xpyal Father mean? 
King, Tom Thum... 


— 
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Hunc. Is it poſſible ? | 
King. Ha! the Window-blinds are gone, 


A Country Dance of Joys is in your Face, 
Your Eyes Ipit Fire, your Cheeks grow red ds Beef. 


id Hunc. O, there's a Magick-mulick in that. Sound, 
22 Enough to turn me into Beef indeed. 
* Yes, Iwill own, ſince licens'd by your Word, 
ut Ill own Jom Thumbthe Cauſe of a ö : 
For him Pye ligh'd, Ive _— I've gnaw'd my Sheets, 
SC E N E _— 
King, Huncamunca, Doodle. . 


Dood. Oh! fatal News- the great Tom Them dead. 
King. How dead! - . 
Dood. Klas! as dead as a Door-Nail. 
Help, help, the Princeſsfaints / 
King. etch her a Dram. 
Hunc. Under my N perm find [a Quart of Ram. 
yon Doodle, 
King. How does! my pretty Daughter? | 
Hunc,' Thank you, Papa, | OY 
I'm ſomething better now, „ 
N W hat Slave waits there? 
. Enierslave. Jos 
Go ovier Ss Phyſi cians ſtrait before me, 
That did attend Tom umb = row by my Stars. 
Unleſs they give a full and true Account s 
Of his Diſtemper, they ſhall all behang'd. 
Dood. [returns.) Here is the Bortle, and here _— 


| Glaſs, | 
1 tound them both together. - | 
King. Give them me, : Cal. the Glas. 1 
Drink it alboff, it will do you no harm. | | 
B z $CENE 


3 $CERNE Ty. 
King, Huncamunca, Doodle, Phyſicians, 


1 Phyſ. We here attend your Majeſty's Command, 

King. Of what Diſtemper did Tom Thumb demife ? 

1 Phy/. He died, may it pleaſe your Majeſty, of a 

Diſtemper which, Pargeelfus calls the Diaphormane, 
„ eee the Catecumen, Galen the Regon.— He was 
taken witha Dizzineſs in his Head, for which I bled 
him, and put on Four Bliſters he then had the 
Gripes, wherefore I thought it propep to apply a Gli. 
ſter, a Purge, and a Vomit, WS: 

2 Phy. Doctor, you miſtake the Caſe; the Diſtem- 
per was not the Diaphormane, as you vainly imagine; 
it was the Peripiluſis and tho? 1 approve very much 
of all that you did. let me tell you, you did not do 
half enough you know he complained of a Pain 
in his Arm, I would immediately have cutoff his Arm, 
and bave laid open his Head, to which I would have 

applied ſome Trahyſich Plaiſter ; after that I would have 
— to my Catharticks, Bmeticks, and Diure- 
b FIcRS, ; 4 n 
1 Phyſ. In the Peripiluſis indeed theſe Methods are 
not only wholeſome but neceſſary: but in the Diaphor- 
nane otherwiſe. | 131 35 2038510 65) 


4 20 What are the Symptoms of the Diaphor- 
mane: _ 5 453123191334 
1 FH. They are various — very varibus and un- 
Fertan. „ ein 
2 Phy/. Will you tell me that a Man died 9b the Dia- 
ormane in one Hour. when the Criſis of that Di- 
ſtemper does not riſe till the Fourth ? 125 5 


iP hyſ- The Symptoms are various, very various 
and uncertain. 


N - 
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SCENE V. ma 


lr. them.] Tom Thumb attended. . 


* 4 


Thumb. Where is the Princeſs? where's my Hua 
 munca? 
Lives ſhe? O happy Thumb for even now. 


A Murmur hummingskips about the Court, 
That Huncamunca was defunct. 
King. Bleſs me! 

Ye Charming Stars—ſure tis Illuſion-all, 

Are you Tom Thumb, and are you too alive 7 
be Tom Thumb Iam, and eke alſo alive. 
King, And have you not been dead at all 
Thumb. Not J. 


1 Phyſ. I told you, Dodo, that Carhartick Would do 
his Buſineſs, 


2 Phyſ. Ay, and I am yory much fvrpized to find; it 
did not, f 


:.u& * * E VI. 
King Thumb, Mata. Phyſicians, Doodle, 
| U Noodle. 


Nood. Great News, may it. pleaſe y yaur wur, 1 


bring, 
A Traytor is is diſcoverd, who deſi ign'd 
To kill Tom Thumb with Poiſon. 
King. Ha! ſay you? 
Noed. A Girl bad dreſs 0 her decker in his Habit, 
And that they poiſon'd by miſtake for Thumb. 


King. Here are Phyſicians for you, whoſe nice Art 
Can take a dreſs d Monkey for a Man. 


Come to my Arms, my d eareſt Son- in-Law, 


Happy's the wooing, that's not long a doing; 
Proceed we to the Temple, there to tye 


The burning Bridegroom to the bluſhing Bride, 
And if 1 your aright, Tom Thumb this Night 


Stab 
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Shall give a Being to a new Tom Thumb. 

Thumb. It ſnall be my Endeavour ſo to do. 

Hunc. O fie upon you, Sir, you make me bluſh, 

Thumb, Ic is the Vargin's ſign, and ſuits you well 

Nknow got where, nor how, nor what lam, 
Fm ſò tranſported, I have loſt my ſelf. 
Hunc. Forbid it, all the Stars; for you're ſa ſmall, 
That were you loſt, you'd find your ſelt no more. 
So the unhappy Sempſtreſs loſt, they ſay, 
Her Needle in a Bottle full of Hay, Rk Ws 
In vain ſhe look'd, and look'd, and made her Moan, 
For ah! the Needle was for ever gone. Ex. King, O. 


5 Manent Phyſicians, 

1 Phyſ. Pray, Doctor Church-yard, what is your Pe 
ripiluſis? I did not care to own my Ignorance to the 
King; but I never heard of ſuch a Diſtemper before, 

2 Ph. Truly, Doctor Fillgrave, it is more nearly 
allied to the Diaphorfmane than: ou imagine — and 
when you know the one, you will not be very far from 
finding out the other, .'Bavit.is.now paſt Ten; I mult 
haſte to Lord Meekleys,. for hell be dead before Eleven, 
and ſol ſhall loſe my Fe. 5 | 
8 Döctor, your-Servant;/: . [Exeunt ſeverally, 


ENG. VII. 


Enter Queen ſolaa. 
e e 3 & a 


* © * 


* 9 WM... 


How am I fore · q to wander thus alone, 


As if I were the Phanix of wry kind; 


Tom Thumb is loſt yet Higkathrift- remains, 


And Hickathriſ's as great a Man as Thumb, 


Be he ten our Gallaut but ho! what Noiſe 
Comes trav ing onward; bellowing as aloul 
As Thunder rambling through th. /Etherial Plains? 


2 SCENE 


; | | Rs 


The Tragedy of Tom Thunb, up 
S CENE | IX. 5 EL 5 5 | 
| King, Queen, Huncamunca, Courtiers; 


4 

Xing. Open the Priſons, ſet the wretched fre, 
And bid our Treaſurer disburſe {ix Pounds 
To pay their Debts—let no one weep To-day;s 0 _. 
Come, my fair Conſort, fit thee down by me. 
Here ſeated, let us view the Dancers Sport, : 
Bid them adyance—thisis the Wedding Day : 
Of Princeſs Huncamunca and Tom Thumb. 


* 


Dance, Epithalamium, and Sports. 
SCENE Thelef. 


Noodle, King, Queen, Huncamunca, Courtiers, 


Oh! h 


- 


Nood. Oh! Monſtrous! Dreadful! Terrible! Oh! 


Deaf be my Ears, for ever blind my Eyes, 
Dumb be my Tongue, Feet lame, all Senſes loſt, 
King, What does the Blockhead mean? k | 
Nood. Whilſt from my Garret 
I look'd abroad into the Street below, , | 
 Ifaw Tom Thumb attended by the Mob, | 
Twice twenty Shoe-boys, twice two Dozen Links, 
Chairmen, and Porters, Hackney Coachmen, Whores; 
When on the ſudden through the Streets there came 
A Cow of larger than the uſual Size, 
And in a moment, gueſs, oh! gueſs tne reſt, 
And in a moment ſwallow'd up Tom Thumb. 
King. Horrible indeed! | 
Ld. Griz. Swallowed ſhe him alive? 
Nood. Alive, alive, Lord Grizzley ſo the Boys 
Of Fiſhmonger do ſwallow — down. 
Ld. Grix. Curſe on the Co that took my Vengeance 
trom me. on LAſide. 


, | King. 
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King. Shut up again the Priſons, bid my Treaſurer 
Not give three Farthings out hang all the Culprits, 


Guilty or not no matter —raviſh Virgins, 


Go bid the School-maſters whip all their Boys; 
Let Lawyers, Parſons and Phyſicians looſe, 


To rob, impoſe on, and to kill the World. 


Ghoſt of Tom Thumb riſes. 
Ghoſt. Tom Thumb I am — but am not eke alive. 
My Bod 15 in the Cow, my Ghoſt is here, 


Griz. Thanks, O ye Stars, my Vengeance is reſtor'd, 
Nor ſhalt thou fly me——for III kill the Ghoſt. 

| [Kills the Ghoſt, 
Hunc. O barbarous Deed-—1 will revenge him ſo. 

| | Kills Gris. 

Dood. Ha! Grizzlekilld then Murthereſs beware. 

TIE [Xi/ls Hunc. 

Queen. O Wretch have at thee, [ Kills Dood. 

Noed, And have at thee too. [Kills the Queen. 

Cle. Thow'ft kilPd the Queen. [Kills Nood, 


Muſt, And thou haſt kil'd'my Lover. {| Kills Cle. 
Kmg. Ha! Murthereſs vile, take that. { Kills Muſt. 
And take thou this. 5 s himſelf, and falls. 
So when the Child whom Nurſe from Miſchief guards, 
Sends Jack for Muſtard with a Pack of Cards; 
Kings, Queens and Knaves, throw one another down, 
Till the whole Pack lies ſcatter'd and o'erthrown; 
So all our Pack upon the Floor is caſt, 


And all L boaſt is, that I fall the laſt, Dis. 
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